[Translation]

Le President du Conseil,
Ministere de la Guerre.                        Paris, July 1st, 1918.

Dear Mr. Hyndman,

I can really only thank you for your too flattering letter, inspired
by our old friendship. I have nothing to say about myself, except
that I am doing my best, with the feeling that it will never be
enough. France is making incredible sacrifices every day. No
effort will be considered too high a price to ensure the triumph of a
nobler humanity. Success is certain when all free peoples are in
array against the last convulsions of savagery.

In so vast a drama, my dear friend, my personality does not
count. Whether I was right or wrong at this time or that interests
me no longer, since it all belongs to the past. I have kept nothing
of what I have said or written. It is impossible for me to furnish
you with details or to mention anyone who would be able to do so.
I can but express to you my gratitude for your friendly intention.
I desire only to witness the day of the great victory, then I shall be
rewarded far beyond my merits, especially if you add thereto the
continuance of your fraternal feelings towards myself.

Very affectionately yours,

G. CLEMENCEAU.

[This kiisr was written seventeen days before the commencement of the great
FrancorBritish offensive.]